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RENARD THE FOX 5 

Prolog 

The scientist tells us we sprang from the ape, 
And that to this creature we owe mind and shape. 
But there's nothing whatever in that to astound 

us 
When we see all that's beastly within and around 

us. 
For we live in a country renowned for its hogs. 
Where asses give dinners to horses and dogs. 
But the poor beast of burden, forlorn and alone. 
Comes asking for bread, and they give him a 

stone; 
Where the bulls and the bears think a President 

daft 
Who will not promptly sneeze when they feel 

a draft. 
But the shorn lamb must shiver and still hold 

his peace 
Tho seeing another kept warm by his fleece; 
Where gray wolves break into the place called 

a diet 
Their own and their followers' hunger to quiet, 
But weak sheep must suffer, howe'er they may 

try, 
Put oft* with the hope of green pastures on high; 



6 RENARD THE FOX 

Where the overfed bull is lord over all 

And pushes competitors back to the wall, 

But the poor dog that's hungry for meat receives 

scorn 
And is tost by the cow with the big crumpled 

horn; 
Where the shark not even the poor widow 

spares. 
And for a pretense makes the longest of prayers. 
While the sucker that swims in the ancestral 

brook 
Is easily caught with an unbaited hook; 
Where the leech comes around with a galvanized 

smile 
To insure you a death in the very best style, 
But the gull is ready at once to turn back 
Whenever he hears the tones of a quack; 
Where you find bird and beast of every stripe: 
Gome, curious reader, and pick out your type. 
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It was a balmy day in spring, 

When bird and beast and creeping thing 

Took joyance in the vernal run 

'Twixt winter's wind and summer's sun. 

The fields were green, the skies were blue, 

And everything seemed good and true. 

What better time could Lion find 

To call to court of every kind 

The beasts that sport in fen or lea 

Or wing the air or breast the sea ? 

The call goes forth. The beasts obey: 
Both those who work and those who prey 
Come hurrying for the appointed day. 
All come but one. The fox alone 
Has secret business of his own. 
So on the court he turns his back. 
And drags his tail across his track 
To hide the telltale marks. For he 
Doth greatly fear publicity. 

The beasts all gathered for the diet, 
Tho stirred within, without are quiet 
When Lion, king of all, looks out 
Upon the monstrous, motley rout. 
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All fear, some hate, few love the power 
Of this great lord, who every hour 
More firmly sits upon the throne, 
And sways all creatures as his own 
With rod of iron and heart of stone. 
In lineage long, from the year one, 
This power has past from sire to son. 
So every creature's head is bowed 
In all that servile cringing crowd, 
Confessing thus himself a minion 
Of this great King, Public Opinion. 



The King arose, stalwart and hale. 
Stroked his jaw and wagged his tail. 
Each vassal then, in venal strife. 
Stroked and wagged as if for life. 
But a surly dog who felt no awe 
Stroked his tail and wagged his jaw. 
As who should say: ^'I brook no lawl 
Then lookt around at Tom, who sat 
Nearby, and called him copy-cat. 
But Tom, like many more in sight. 
Would rather far be safe than right. 
And, like the rest, with inward fear 
He lent the King both eye and ear. 
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RENARD THE FOX ii 

Pleased to behold this flattering awe. 
The King straightway laid down the law. 
"To us," he said, "must aye belong 
Decisions, whether right or wrong; 
And every one our power must feel, 
For we're the court of last appeal. 
We fix the fate of bird and beast. 
We gage the greatest and the least. 
Tho oft we raise to dizzy hight 
A pompous undeserving wight; 
Tho oftentimes we trample down 
One who might well have won a crown: 
Yet time and we make all things right 
And bring each creature to the light. 
So let us hear from every one 
What is doing and what is done. 
That all may hear the praise and blame. 
The deeds of honor, the acts of shame. 
That we may now in judgment sit — 
And change tomorrow if we see fit." 

Then there arose a mighty din 
Like whirring wheels of those who spin. 
With chirp and chatter, grunt and growl. 
With bleat and bellow, hoot and howl. 
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Each one, according to his bent, 
His inmost feelings then gave vent, 
Commingling folly's note with lore, 
And limpid lilt with raucous roar. 
All spoke at once, nor waited one 
Until the other's tale was done. 
Confusion worse confounded reigned. 
What one averred, others disdained. 

The shrilling shriek of jangling jay 
Outdinned the linnet's gentle lay. 
The mule praised most the father's side. 
With ears erect, pointing with pride, 
Saying that he must be a ninny 
Who thought a mule beneath a hinny. 
The ass assented with a bray. 
But dobbin answered with a neigh. 

A goose declared with fervid wheeze 
The moon was made of fresh green cheese, 
And that the orb that blazed on high 
Would burn the earth and sea and sky 
And singe the hair from every beast 
That had no wings or plumes at least. 
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To this decree of anserine ken 

A pious parrot said amen. 

But every beast with hairy hide 

This doctrine sturdily decried. 

The difference, as in man's dominion, 

Was but a matter of a pinion. 

The sheep said goats were all base born. 
The ibex answered: "In a horn! 
Tho I have not the odor of sanctity, 
I don't get fleeced, as you may see. 
You seem to think you are mighty wise, 
But you can't pull wool over ibexes' eyes." 

A kangaroo leapt along to see what he could 

find. 
Short in front and so very long behind. 
"That will not do, by my troth I" 
Drawled gravely forth a scandalized sloth. 
"Why, sir, you're getting worse and worse, 
With such long feet you'll spoil the verse. 
Alas that evil days have come 
Since the death of the megatherium 1" 
But the fleet kangaroo said: "Away with you! 
With your moping gait and your stupid pate." 
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And with a leap and a bound he cleared the 

ground, 
And lookt around with indignation 
As he braced himself for another saltation. 

A cochin rooster drest in buff 

Flew on a mound to make a bluflF. 

With his khaki garb and his cocky air 

He made the hens and their daughters stare. 

But a moolley cow said to her calf: 

''Just see him strut! He makes me laugh. 

He feasts as if he were a lord, 

Yet gives no milk to earn his board." 

Minerva's bird sat on a tree, 

Looking as wise as wise could be, 

With eyes grown big with mental toil, 

Burning forever the midnight oil. 

In learned isolation lorn 

She eyed with mingled envy and scorn 

The common herd, whose work and play 

Were carried on in the garish day. 

And as she sat there and reflected 

On all the wooers she had rejected. 

Up flew a young and dashing jay 

And said: ''Fair lady, I wish you good day! 
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I long have admired your wisdom and wit, 
And long have I wisht at your feet to sit 
To drink in the'^isdom of one so wise 
And bask in the beams of your beautiful eyes. 
The owl replied as away she flew: 
"Takes wit to woo! Who, who are you?" 



99 



A woodchuck slunk along the ground 

While many a one lookt on and frowned 

To think that the groundhog's stupid fear 

Had made the winter so long and drear. 

But then he is not the only one 

Who fears to stand in the light of the sun. 

For boor or baron, maid or lady. 

All shun the light whose deeds are shady. 

A sable dove sat on a limb 
Crooning alone a doleful hymn. 
"Life is full of worry and care 
Lowering dark on all that's fair: 
All is tainted with moth and rust. 
Purity's self is trailed in the dust; 
Joy unalloyed is never known. 
And so I moan and moan and moan. 
The world is full of sorrow of soul. 
And every one must pay his toll: 
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Friendship fails and love is lost, 
The pleasure we gain is not worth the cost; 
For eyes are wet and hearts are torn, 
And so I mourn and mourn and mourn." 

A warbling throstle, blithe and gay, 

Piped an answering roundelay: 

**The world is full of joy, of joy, 

Partake it, make it! 

Let not grief your life annoy. 

Forsake it, break it! 

Life and love and light, 

Morning, noon, and night. 

Well and throb and glow 

Above, around, below; 

And all conjoined with mirth 

Make paradise of earth. 

For life is love, and love is lord 

O'er loss and grief and wrong. 

So all the joys the days afford 

I warble forth in song. 

Thus on they talkt, nor would have ceast, 
Had not their lord, the royal beast, 
Then turned the clamor of the throng 
From private plaint to public wrong. 
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''My vassals all, withhold your strife. 
Important questions now are rife. 
Whoever will a tale unfold 
Of trouble hot or fortune cold; 
Whoever has a bone to pick 
Because his neighbor won the trick; 
Whoever plumes himself in pride 
Because he soars where others stride: 
Let such join 'gainst the common foe 
And share our common weal and woe. 
The fox ignores his king's behest. 
Go we then forth upon the quest 
To find what secret he would hide, 
And trail in dust his haughty pride. 
Surely he is on mischief bent. 
How then we best can circumvent 
His wiles, and drive him from his lair, 
Must be our study and our care. 
What think you, vassals one and all. 
How shall we make the fox our thrall ? 
Whom shall we send to bring him here ? 
Whom doth he honor, whom doth fear?' 

With modest bearing many laught: 
They could outwit the fox's craft. 
The serpent in a mighty roll 
Said he would snake him from his hole. 
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The ferret vowed he'd find him out 
Tho in every hole he must push his snout. 
The skunk, with an unapproachable air. 
Fit for a fight more foul than fair, 
Declared that he was ready to do 
What he was taught by instinct to. 
The wolf, who had fasted all that day 
With pious mien, for lack of prey, 
Denounced the fox's selfish greed 
That reckt not of his brother's need. 
And said he'd drive him far away 
For scaring little lambs at play. 
The bulls and bears at once chipt in: 
"Indeed, it is a shameful sin. 
The finest sight we've ever seen 
Is lambkins gamb'ling on the green." 
Even the shark, who likes to trace 
His lineage from an ancient race, 
Scoft at the fox, and loudly laught 
Because the fox used needless craft. 
The proper method, they were told, 
Was to be forceful* strong, and bold. 

Thus one by one they made their brag 
The rascal from his hole to drag. 
Each thought himself ordained by fate 
To save the land, and to abate 
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The fox's all-devouring greed 
That caused full many a one to bleed. 
For was he not a shameless thief 
Who robbed and killed beyond belief? 
Did he not bite a rabbit dead. 
And snatch a mallard from her bed. 
And on a goose lay cruel paw, 
And thrust a chicken in his maw ? 
What punishment could e'er appease 
Their wrath for deeds so fell as these ? 

When the king learned these charges grave 
Against the fox, the arrant knave, 
And heard them his base deeds deplore. 
He straightway cried with mighty roar: 
"Well then, my vassals, let us plan 
To catch shrewd renard if we can. 
Your wisest measures now debate 
To bring about a better state." 

The horse then cantered up over the plain, 

With his best foot forward and shaking his mane, 

A beautiful betist and easy to ride 

If you feed him well and tickle his side. 

But if you displease him, look out for horse-play: 

With the bit in his mouth he will gallop away. 
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For how can a little lone beast compete 

With the horse's grand trunk and his big four 

feet? 
Oyes! oyes! who would not complain 
That the overgrown horse is so hard to restrain ? 
He fears not the halter, for he cares not for law. 
If it doesn't quite suit him, he'll show you a flaw. 
But then what's the use of making a fuss ? 
For we don't own the horse, but the horse owns 

us. 

*'My friends and companions, just list to my 

charge. 
The terms are so easy, the profits so large. 
We must help one another in all that we do, 
For that is the way to put ever)rthing thru. 
We must have lots of water, the very first rule. 
So that all can drink deep from a single big pool. 
And when we are hungry, we like a good bait. 
And to those who our appetite willingly sate 
We give a rebate, which is not a drawback. 
But helps them the better to keep on the track. 
But if they won't bait us while running our route, 
We bait them with rebates and beat them to 

boot." 
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Thereupon with a horselaugh he ended his 

speech, 
And, before they could answer, was out of their 

reach. 
But I need not say more of his antics, you know 
They're described by a Roman who lived long 

ago. 
Quadruped ante putrem sonitu 
Quatit ungula campuniy which means to you: 
The quadruped antes up over the plain 
With a snort of defiance, a shake of disdain, 
Squeezing the richness from out the fat land 
In ways that are shifty, with airs that are bland. 

Then bounded forth, sturdy and strong, 
A royal stag, who viewed the throng. 
No cringing, weak timeserver he: 
His every move was firm and free. 
As one who knew his cause was just 
And in his mates had perfect trust. 
His friends all paid him honor due; 
His enemies did him credit too. 
Against the bear his face he set. 
But the stork was his especial pet. 
His tones full chested smote the air 
Like clarion calls to the just and fair. 
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** My friends, if thieving shall diminish, 
'Tis ours to fight it to the finish. 
The wrong ne'er struck its flag in fear 
While virtue cowered in the rear. 
The fox*s wiles we must expose, 
And put a muzzle on his nose. 
And others roam the woodland wide 
With bulging paunch and glossy hide. 
Who at the cost of others fatten 
And on their neighbors thrive and batten. 
Or high or low, let us stop the steal. 
And give to all a straight square deal." 

Next there arose a little ape 

With solemn air and well groomed shape. 

Who seemed a sage of great reflection. 

It proved upon a close inspection 

That he reflected views inane, 

And so he past for safe and sane. 

With look of wondrous wit and skill 

He mounted on a little hill. 

And posed before the motley rout, ' 

Which greeted him with flattering shout. 

He was the one they long had sought, 

And mourned because they found him not. 
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They now would be to victory led 
By such a handsome figurehead. 
This missing link 'twixt past defeat 
And victory could not be beat. 
At length he spoke — and not in vain — 
The thoughtlet of his laboring brain: 
"*Tis true we're in a sorry plight, 
But I'm the one to lead you right. 
But why condemn the sleek and fat 
And look so innocent thereat ? 
The stag himself is daubed with grease 
That bought the robbers their release." 

Up sprang the stag, and hotly flasht 
The lightning from his eye, and crasht 
The bolt that smote the ape full sore. 
The ape lay down and rose no more. 

Then there crawled out an octopus, 
A grasping, scaly, slimy cuss, 
Who, when he fears a coming foe. 
Causes a stream of ink to flow. 
He uttered oily words with unction. 
Performing well his wonted function 
Of turning foul things into fair 
To get his own and others' share. 
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''My neighbors dear, do calm your fears. 

And for a space lend me your ears. 

Our state grows better every day, 

Or would if we but had our way. 

Some strive for gain, some long for ease. 

Why then, let all do as they please. 

If some lay by a goodly store 

And take delight in getting more. 

Just let them thrive and laissez fairs. 

If they don't hurt us, why should we care ? 

If we cut off the labor's fruit. 

What pleasure were there in pursuit ? 

But stags are ready to cavort 

About a little harmless sport; 

And if we heed advice so rash. 

Our thriving land will go to smash." 

With pompous flight out came a crow 
To tell his hearers what to know. 
With somber dress and solemn face 
Meant to express an inward grace, 
He dealt opinions here and there, 
As being his especial ware. 
And so whatever he had to say 
Was given in a most pupmatic way. 
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''Brethren, the octopus is right. 

You should not be assailed by fright 

Because some fool with envious heart 

Thinks some one has too big a part. 

Yea verily, Vm persuaded fully 

The stag is nothing but a bully. 

Our sacred laws he tramples down, 

And meets the frugal With a frown. 

Why, sirs, you all can plainly see 

The worst of anarchists is he. 

But why your eyes with him oflFend ? 

Look at the octopus, my friend. 

How gentle, mild, and full of love 

As any tender sucking dove! 

'Tis well that Heaven has blest him thus, 

This grateful, cheerful octopus. 

For this is an important point: 

His gratitude he gladly shows: 

My head with oil he doth anoint. 

My cup with blessings overflows." 

Then out there stept a stately ram, 
Who for such words cared not a rap, 
Ready to butt into this sham 
And give the octopus a slap. 
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Sire to many a lamb was he 

That roamed unfathered on the lea. 

For former children once deemed fair 

He left when others claimed his care; 

And always when the last one came 

The very best he would proclaim. 

Too ill content with things that are, 

His eyes were fixt on things afar, 

The tenth step trying, with faith unshaken. 

Before the first had been well taken. 

But still he was a noble beast. 

And of the great ones not the least. 

He eyed the octopus with scorn 

And pity as he wound his horn. 

** Beware the octopus, I pray. 

Lend not your ears to him today. 

If he gets them, I swear 'tis true. 

He'll have your lights and liver too. 

For friend or enemy what cares he ? 

He'll skin them both with equal glee. 

The more he has, the more he craves. 

He would make you all his very slaves 

To do his bidding evermore 

And day by day add to his store. 

Perhaps his heart is not of stone. 

At least he loves and keeps his own. 



RENARD THE FOX 27 

And from his heap gives to his brothers 

What he has first withheld from others. 

And yet I hope I have no bias. 

It may be true that he is pious. 

I know, if I have heard aright, 

That he preys morning, noon, and night. 

And that he scorns to rob and steal. 

For that, you know, is not genteel, 

But that the thrift he likes to laud 

Is honest fruit of pious fraud. 

The fox no doubt is his dear friend, 

Whom he must sturdily defend. 

But I will tell you what to do 

With that old fox and all his crew: 

You cannot regulate his kind; 

He'll always some evasion find. 

Why put a muzzle on his nose 

And uselessly his wiles expose ? 

His schemes are deep, his wiles are slick; 

He'll find a way to turn the trick. 

But rout him out from crag and fen. 

From hill and dale, from glade and glen; 

Dig up the holes he runs about, 

And turn them each one inside out. 

Then hang them up and let them stay 

Till wind and weather wear them away. 



28 RENARD THE FOX 

And when all this you do with care, 
The fox's schemes will be thin air." 

The face of the octopus, deep with guile, 
Was wreathed with a smug self-satisfied smile 
As he lookt at the ram and said with a lisp: 
"I see he's the same old will-o'-the-wisp." 
And his blubbery heart felt never a flutter. 
For he knew that his oil could do more than this 
butter. 

A bear austere, with glare and scowl, 

Came out with ominous grunt and growl 

To make his speech and eke his fame 

By blazoning abroad his name. 

''I am the one by Heaven appointed 

To stand before the common herd: 

My head with oil has been consecrated 

Because their eyes so much are dimmed. 

They know not what they want at all; 

I show them when to rise and drop. 

Their feet I guide in the narrow way 

In order that they may not roam. 

I would not give them half they ask. 

That would not be good business, you know. 

Besides it is my stated job 
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To reap the harvest others plant. 
The fox is very much maligned, 
The shrewdest one of all his sort. 
Because he is crafty, wise, and keen, 
The stupid vent on him their wrath." 

An uncouth beast sprang to his feet. 
With voice part howl and partly bleat. 
As he advanced, he straight disclosed 
A form of wolf and sheep composed. 
Half love, half hatred filled his breast: 
His heart throbbed with a strange unrest. 
And in his hollow, hungry eyes 
Burned depths of hell and bights of skies. 
How, when, and where, that he knew not. 
But wisht for all a common lot. 
And hoped a way would soon be found 
Where none should lack and none abound. 
But with his envy and his greed. 
Perhaps, if this strange beast succeed, 
The wolf will swallow up the sheep 
And drag us to a greater deep. 
Now as this beast lookt at the bear. 
He growled with an unmistakable air: 
^^This is enough, 'tis quite enough 
Of all that driveling blank stufFl 
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You're out of time and out of season, 
And without rime and without reason. 
Your greedy heart is never stirred 
With pity for the common herd. 
For what you get within your claw, 
Why, that you keep, for that's your law. 
Not caring tho some starve thereat 
While you are wallowing in your fat. 
But times will change, bfware the hour 
When we shall get our rightful power I" 

Now in this tone of discontent 
Another beast was keen to scent 
His private gain, and made a stir. 
This was a half-baked yellow cur. 
Who thought that he would win the day 
By snarling at those in the way. 
And as he could not reach their head, 
He tried to bite their heels instead. 
Thus he sought always to impress 
On others his own worthiness. 
And far and wide spread tales of ill 
'Gainst those who dared to thwart his will 
And yet by those who liked his slurs 
This dog was held in high respect; 
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For he was lord of many curs 

And barren, too, of intellect. 

And so he trotted to the front, 

Prepared to do his little stunt: 

To make a speech, his very own. 

For which he gave a juicy bone. 

''Assembled band, behold in me 

A glorious leader for the free. 

One who will bring you all that's grand, 

And banish evil from the land. 

Your necks now galled by heavy yokes 

Shall be made light by my bold strokes. 

Your maws caved in for want of food 

Shall be filled up with all that's good; 

For all of you shall feed ad lib. 

When Tm your chief, at the public crib. 

And if by me you'll only stand, 

rU chase the rascals from the land. 

And drive the fox out of his hole. 

And give you back all that he stole. 

You'll see what wonders I shall do 

When ohce I get control of you." 

Some praised his generosity. 
Caught by the promises so free. 
But more saw thru his yellow hide, 
And saw the cheat that lurkt inside. 
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And since such stuff they would not hear. 

They moved to hustle him to the rear. 

Then as he started to return, 

Even the ass was ready to spurn 

His former mate, and gave him a crack; 

And so he was beaten both ways from the jack. 

With tail between his legs he slunk 

Back to his oldtime friend, the skunk. 

A trim and dainty hen stept out 
And lookt a moment at the rout 
With some disdain and more disgust, 
Not knbwing whether she could trust 
These animals so big and rough. 
Who claimed the power and kept the stuff. 
First taking time to prink and preen, 
She felt at last she could be seen 
And fittingly could now impress 
Her views on them by her address. 
"What wonder that the world goes wrong, 
When power and pelf to males belong I 
Their big thick skulls and their thick skin 
Won't let the light of progress in. 
And yet with arrogance they claim 
All that is worthy of a name. 
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For tho our eggs we're proud of showing. 
It is the cocks who do the crowing. 
What could we do if we had power ? 
Why, we could change things in an hour. 
Vipers and snakes should be cut off, 
And swine kept from the public trough, 
And every wallowing, guzzling beast 
Made decent or restrained at least, 
An4 those who sold the filthy swill 
Should be shut up against their will. 
The whole broad land would soon find out 
That vileness would be put to rout. 
That all that's good would have a boost 
If hens not cocks should rule the roost." 

There also stood the unicorn, 

A beast far famed but never born. 

Who right and left his theories hurled 

Upon an unsuspecting world. 

Tho wrapt in thought from horn to tail. 

His schemes could be of slight avail. 

For all the thoughts that shivered out 

Among the rabble and the rout. 

Naked and unprotected quite 

From heat of day and chill of night. 
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Shrank from the rude and heartless earth 

Back to the brain that gave them birth, 

And there, with wheel in wheel, they whirled, 

To make a crank to turn the world. 

And many others claimed attention 

In this wonderful convention; 

For everyone that got a chance 

Was ready with a song and dance. 

But of all the beasts from east and west 
I must tell you of the stupidest. 
His head was swollen overmuch 
And very tender to the touch. 
His horns were tipt with knobs of gold. 
Which were designed, as I was told. 
To give the beast a look refined 
And make him innocent and kind. 
The more to quiet useless fears 
His head was topt with ass's ears, 
Which caught his owner's slightest word 
But not the bellowing of the herd. 
Yet on the whole his form and shape 
Resembled most a monstrous ape. 
And as he played with simian art, 
The creature truly lookt his part: 
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A self-worshiping divinity 

Of bullheaded asininity. 

But no one feared him in the least. 

He was a very gentle beast 

To all who had on him a string. 

For in his nose a golden ring 

Was fastened, and from this depended 

A cord of gold and silver blended. 

This cord was held, with a knowing air, 

By the horse, the octopus, the bear. 

And other beasts that guard the strand 

To keep out evil from the land. 

And so you see this hybrid beast 

Was tame enough to some at least. 

And that he quickly did their will 

That they might always have their (ill. 

In other matters he was slow; 

For he suffered sorely, as you know, 

A disease of great malignity. 

Called senatorial dignity. 

And so he's not to blame, poor thing! 

For always working in a ring. 

At length the awesome king lookt out 
Upon that seething, struggling rout. 
And scratcht his head in order to find 
A way to make up his composite mind. 
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At last he decided 'twas proper and fit 

In the following words to unburden it. 

"My loyal vassals, now attend 

While we a quiet moment spend 

In viewing the plans of fat and lean, 

And trying to find the golden mean. 

We thought the fox was far away, 

But we have seen him at his play. 

He has workt his tricks in every guise 

Before our very nose and eyes; 

For foxiness is everywhere, 

In sea, on land, and in the air. 

And the worst of foes of the common weal 

Are those whose crafty plots conceal 

The rottenness that lurks inside. 

Whether covered by scales or plumes or hide. 

So we have no need to grieve and fret 

If the fox's brush we fail to get; 

For the little rogues are easily found 

If only the big are caught and bound. 

If we unitedly should bend 

Our effort toward this longed-for end. 

We soon could claim the victory. 

But looking round, what do we see ? 

Some strive for this and some for that, 

Some hope to stand in by standing pat. 
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And all stand out with all their might 
For what they deem the way to fight. 
Hence plans and schemes are all too rife 
Amid the turmoil and the strife. 
And some to fight for their pet schemes 
Let evil in in ideal dreams. 
For such would rather be thought right 
Than do the nearest good in sight, 
Not caring what they may refuse 
As long as they maintain their views. 
But the main thing for the good and true 
Is not what to think but what to do. 
So we will not stand with placid smile. 
Imagining life is without guile; 
Nor will we look into the murk 
Where gruesome specters unseen lurk. 
Dreading what may strike our eye or ear 
In the dark void informed with fear. 
But we will work with keen delight 
Till we shall prove the might of right. 
Indeed, the work is well begun, 
And prospers more from sun to sun. 
The stag, assisted by his friends. 
His utmost strength to this work lends. 
He has somewhat tamed the fiery steed, 
And soon we may have a better breed. 



